The saint nodded; he knew very well the kind of
success Comito had had; it had been outstanding and
outrageous.

"I wanted to be a dancer," she went on, "but I wasn't
very good. I could have gone into the Imperial Ballet,
but Comito took me to do mime in the Old Winter
Palace. I didn't care about it, but I was a success in that."

"You had a talent for it," the saint said. "Talents
given by God must be used. I support your being a

success."

"It wasn't the success I wanted," she said.

"It was what you could do well," the saint said. "It
was your natural gift."

"You will know the kind of place the Old Winter
Palace was," Theodora said, blushing.

"Most theatres are flower-shows," he said, "displaying
youth in flower."

The next point in the story was difficult to begin
upon. "Did you ever meet a man named Hekebolos, of
Tyre?" she asked.

"Ship-owners and Eastern merchants?" he said. "Yes.
I met the old merchant Hekebolos when I was in
Antioch. He had a son about whom he was alarmed."

"I was one of the causes of the alarm," she said in
a low voice.

"That was not the story told to me," the saint said.
"He was a very charming young man and you were
lovers, I suppose."

"We were madly in love with each other. Then, when
I was going to have a child, he wanted to marry ine; but
I would not let him. His parents would have cast him
off. I have had two children by him."

"Are they dead, then? Is that the cause of your grief?"

"They meant nothing to me, Father. I have no love